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has made us feel somehow that ornament is out of
place, and that the top-hat is a falsity in a world
that has become a battlefield. I don't think women
have shared this feeling to the same extent. I am
told there were never so many sealskin coats to be
seen as during last winter. But, perhaps, the women
will say that men have been only too glad to use the
war as an excuse for getting rid of an incubus. And
they may be right. We had better not make too
great a virtue of what is, after all, a comfortable
change. Let us enjoy it without boasting.

Our enjoyment may be short-lived. We must not
be surprised if this incredible hat returns in triumph
with peace. It has survived the blasts of many cen-
turies and infinite changes of fashion. It is, I suppose,
the most ancient survival in the dress that men wear.
There is in the Froissart collection at the British
Museum an illumination (dating from the fifteenth
century) showing the expedition of the French and
English against the Barbary corsairs. And there
seated in the boats are meH^^aa^teTafmour. They

have put their helmets aside and are wearing top-
hats I /And it may be that when Macaulay's New
ZealaiKter, centuries hence, takes his seat on that
broken arch of London Bridge to sketch the ruins of
St. Paul's, he will sit tinder the shelter of a top-hat
that has outlasted all our greatness.N
There must be some virtue in ar thing that is so
immortal. If the doctrine of the survival of the fit-
test applies to dress, it is the fittest thing we have.